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Author's Notes: 
A Squand through and through, with a teeeeeny little hint of Steve/Bill at the end. What do we call that? 


Billeve? 


Anyway, this was basically inspired by a picture of Jon wearing a black collar and looking nervous. It's my first 


ever fic! 


It was nearer to evening than morning when Jon awoke from a short nap to a sense of excitement tingling in 
his stomach. He wondered why it hadn't been there before he had fallen asleep, and surmised that it could be 
the tail end of a most fantastic dream, wisps of ether from another plane. Yes, he decided, that sounded lovely. 
Though the blinds on the only small window were closed, the sun peeked through every slight opening between 
the slats and caused a warm glow to permeate the room. Jon basked in it for a few moments, and then, sitting 
up and stretching his arms toward the ceiling, he further contemplated the feeling of anticipation He decided to 
reassure his racing heart that it was really nothing, but he knew even as he mouthed the words, a smile 
threatening his carefully constructed unassuming expression, that it was most definitely Something. Something 


more than a dream. 


He smoothed the front of his favorite nightgown and thought of how Chris would often make half-hearted 
snide remarks regarding its effeminate appearance and lacy neckline when he wore it to bed. Jon didn't feel 
very hurt when he did so, though, because Chris was the one that bought it for him. "You and | are alike, 
then," Jon pronounced conversationally, addressing the nightgown. "The Fish will poke his fun at us, but his 


actions show what he means by i 


He got up and padded down the hall to the kitchen, where he teetered on tiptoes to retrieve an ornate silver 
goblet from the cabinet that he had found at an antique store, and filled it up with water from the sink 
faucet. Sipping delicately at his drink and imagining that it was something a bit grander than tap water, he 
looked towards the clock and noticed the time. Soon he would have to get ready for band practice. Chris would 
be picking him up. The two had adopted the arrangement not necessarily because of lack of transportation, but 
simply because it allowed them a little bit of time alone in the car and an excuse to go to each other's place. 


That was a nice thing to have, Jon thought, before- and especially after- band practice. 


Setting the cup down and walking back to his room, Jon realized he should probably better organize his clothes, 
as they seemed to be straying further and further from their rightful place in his crowded closet. He picked 
up 2 beaded bracelets and a platform shoe from the hallway and tossed them into his room, before flicking on 
the lights so he could figure out what to wear. It was just band practice, but the day itself was a little more 
important. It was the anniversary of the first time he and Chris had kissed, and while he didn't know if Chris 
remembered, Jon certainly did. It had been marked on his calendar for months, complete with little hearts 


drawn around the words. 


Jon perused the rack full of colorful shirts and tunics, pushing aside a few scarves hung on hooks on the door. 
He decided to go with a lighter themed outfit, a soft and loose cream-colored shirt and matching pants. They 
would work quite well if he wanted to accent .. He stopped in the middle of buttoning the trousers and allowed 


himself a smile. 


Leaving his clothes undone, he hopped nimbly over a book on the floor and landed next to his dresser. Staring 
at the dark wood, he put a finger to his chin. Yes, | believe it is the top drawer, he thought. But of course, he 
knew it was the top drawer, for he had opened it countless times that week, to peek at what was inside, 
always quickly slamming it shut afterwards. As he opened it and peered in for the umpteenth time, his 
heartbeat quickened and the feeling of anticipation tinged with nervousness washed over him even stronger 
than before. When Chris arrived, he would have to be the judge of Jon's latest fashion choice. And if Jon knew 
Chris as well as Jon knew himself, tonight would be Something indeed. 


eR 


Chris played lazily with the radio dials as he sat in his car outside Jon's flat. Jon didn't usually keep him 
waiting. As soon as Chris arrived he would be out the door, hair flying, a bit of scarf flying, whole body flying 
towards the car as he shouted "Christopher! so loudly Chris was afraid the people a block over would be able 
to hear. But today, he was nowhere to be seen. Chris wondered why. Maybe Jon was sleeping, he thought. 


He messed with the radio dials for a minute more, lamenting the absence of anything good to listen to at the 

moment, and turned the station to a news report, but didn't really pay attention to it. He tapped out a beat on 
the steering wheel, staring up at Jon's door. Chris didn't get impatient, but it was unusual for Jon to be taking 
so long, so he was curious at the very least. He turned the volume down and turned off the car. Might as well 


go see what was the matter. 


Chris climbed out of the car, ambling across the drive and up the steps and stood in front of the door 
awkwardly for a few seconds before banging his fist on it a few times, completely disregarding the doorbell. He 
heard a voice reply "Chris, darling, is that you? I'm terribly... and he leaned closer to hear Jon say ".sorry | 
left you waiting, | took a bit of a long nap, do come in, the door's unlocked." Chris leaned back and opened the 


door. 


Jon was standing at the sink emptying a glass. He turned to smile at Chris and set the class on the counter 
with a clang, almost skipping towards him. Chris felt a tiny twinge of confusion as he got a small glance at Jon 
before he gave Chris a welcome hug. There seemed to be something slightly different about him. He certainly 
wasn't any less lively than usual. "lm terribly happy you've come!" he said brightly, catching Chris' much 
larger hands with his smaller ones. Chris chuckled almost unconsciously at the fact that Jon's splayed fingers 


could barely contain his own loose fists. 


‘Of course | came, | pick you up all the time, just like l'm supposed to" Chris said, a smile playing about his 


mouth at Jon's enthusiasm. "And if we don't leave soon, we're going to be late." 


"My fish, you know you've never cared very much about being late" teased Jon, but he nevertheless followed 


Chris out the door and down the steps to the car. 


As they drove to the studio, Chris could see out of the corner of his eye that Jon seemed to be playing with 
his hands quite a bit, which Chris knew to be a nervous habit of his. Chris couldn't think of any reason why he 
would be anxious about going to band practice. And he still couldn't pinpoint whatever it was that was different 


about Jon 


The ride to the studio was fairly short, however, so he didn't have very long to mull it over. They pulled into 
the lot just on time, and at the same time as Bill was getting some equipment out of his backseat. Bill ignored 
them at first, as he was apt to do, but then he looked up over the top of his car to bestow a frown upon Jon. 
"What the bloody hell are you wearing ‘round your neck?" 


Chris looked down to Jon's neck, Jon looking down as well, and Chris finally noticed what was different about 
Jon. He was wearing.. some sort of necklace. It was black and the material looked very smooth. It had some 
sort of white detailing around it, and were those tassels? Chris thought. Jon often wore some strange things. 
Why was this so different? 


Then he realized. That.. That's what it.. Jon was wearing a collar. 


This realization happened within the span of a second, and Bill made a scoffing sound and closed the car door, 


heading inside before Chris could react. Jon looked up at him and Chris saw that he was blushing, his hands 
clasped together tightly and his shoulders hunched over deferentially. Oh my god, thought Chris. Why would 
he.. Chris blushed slightly as well as he recognized the warm feeling beginning to spread between his legs. 


Jon slowly untangled his fingers, patted Chris on the arm quickly and skipped towards the door, with a soft 
Let's go, Christopher". Chris hefted his bass out of the back seat and followed somewhat dumbly. 


How could he not have noticed this?! He knew... | mean, it's not something Jon did just by chance. As Chris 
followed him down the hall, he was drawn into a memory- the memory of the first time he had acted on his 


feelings for Jon. 


It was summer and it had been hot, Chris remembered. He couldn't think of exactly how long ago it was, but 
they hadn't made it anywhere close to big yet, and they had just finished playing a short gig in some hazy, 
stuffy bar that felt like an oven 


"Chris and Jon" was already some sort of strange entity, though, their feelings for each other escaping from 
the smallest glances and the slight touches and mingling in the air between them. Neither quite understood 
their place around the other, and they could only orbit each other in public, only daring to come the slightest 
bit closer when they were sure they were alone. They had touched hands, once, at the end of a gig, by 
accident. It was the classic reaching-for-the-same-object-at-the-same-time scenario, so typical, Chris 
thought. The object in question had been a pick on the floor, and Jon had rested his hand on Chris' for a few 
seconds, before slowly sliding his fingers away and letting Chris have the pick. Chris didn't sleep at all that 
night. 


That night, they had, by chance, gone to the men's room at the same time, and Chris was feeling slightly 
awkward and nervous with all the people around. Fortunately the washroom was empty at the moment, except 
for him and Jon. He wasn't sure how Jon felt and he didn't want to accidentally let something slip. What, 
exactly, he didn't know, but he didn't want it to happen. He had been just about to leave when he heard a bang 
and some muffled curses. "Jon?" he said cautiously. A reply wafted back to him. "Oh my, I'm in a bit of a 
predicament... This is quite embarrassing, but it seems I've gotten a bit tangled up in this blasted tunic trying 
to take it off, could you please give me a hand...” 


Chris’ face burned and it wasn't because of the heat outside. Jon liked to wear layers, which Chris now knew 
was because he was a little self-conscious about his body. He walked down to the last cubicle where Jon was 
and was met with an amusing sight. Jon had almost gotten the shirt over his head, but had fallen just short 
and was quite literally, as he had said, tangled in it, his arms caught above him. 


Chris felt a rush from his belly downwards as he realized this last detail. Jon was in such a vulnerable position 
The thin shirt he was wearing underneath the silky tunic was lifted slightly with his arms, and Chris could 
catch a tiny glimpse of skin just below the hem, above his trousers. They were slightly loose, and a few 
fingers could easily fit.. No, Chris thought. He noticed that Jon's back rested slightly against the wall, and then 
Chris couldn't help but think about his own position, and how he towered over Jon, who was waiting so 


submissively.. 


Chris shook his head hard, and reached out to untangle Jon from the offending clothes. This was stupid, he 
was stupid, they were in a men's washroom in a sleazy bar and this situation, this world was no place for the 
kinds of feelings he was fighting off and he should just do this and leave. But when Jon finally pulled the tunic 
completely off and stood there looking up at him, with his hair mussed and his eyes more dark and deep in the 
dull glow of the lights than Chris had ever seen, Chris couldn't hold back, and, without thinking, raised his hand 


and pressed a few fingers ever so slightly to Jon's exposed collarbone. 


Jon's skin was soft, there, and when he didn't move away, Chris decided to be even more daring, and trail them 
slowly upward, to Jon's neck. Jon felt just how Chris had always imagined he would feel- smooth, like he looked. 
His skin was warm, but not damp. Jon seemed to take a moment to consider the touch, still staring at Chris, 


and then he leaned his head back ever so slightly, baring his neck, never breaking eye contact. 


Chris' heart was pounding as he leaned down towards Jon. What am | doing? he thought. He attempted to 
actually think about the question for a second, and started to remember the possibility of someone intruding 
on their very private moment, but the heat from Jon's body was too distracting, his eyes too inviting, and his 
rapidly beating heart had already given him the answer he needed. His other hand came to rest on Jon's hip, 
and Chris saw Jon's eyes slowly close as he leaned closer. But he moved lower than Jon expected, and kissed 


the spot on Jon's neck where his own fingers had been only moments before. 


"You have.. you." Chris whispered, faltering in his words slightly as he tried to pick the least embarrassing 
way to voice his thoughts, and decided there wasn't one. He focused on tracing Jon's jawline with a single finger 
and continued whispering. "You are absolutely.. beautiful. | know that sounds incredibly weird.. but.. I've been 
watching you for as long as I've known you, Jon, and you're so.. captivating, and as long as l'm allowed to... 
touch you," Chris paused again to blush slightly before soldiering on. "I want to, right here," he kissed Jon's 
neck again in the same place, hovering over the spot. "| have for a while.” Oh, please don't let me be wrong, 


Chris thought. 


Jon caught Chris’ aimlessly wandering hand with one of his own and opened his eyes. Matching Chris’ whisper 
and turning towards his ear, he replied with a simple word. 


"Please." 


Chris moved away slightly and disentangled his fingers from Jon's, and instead focused on running them 
through Jon's tousled hair. It was also soft, not unlike the silky tunic. He leaned in close again, slowly. He 


watched Jon's eyes close again, a sigh escaping from his lips, which were slightly parted in anticipation.. 
"Fucking hell!" 


Chris was rudely jolted out of his amorous daydream as he realized he had just run straight into Tony and 
knocked the papers out of his hands. "Shit, sorry," he mumbled, mind still hazy from his mental retreat to the 
bar and his face on fire just as it had been then. Come to think of it, he realized, that day must have been 
just around a year ago. It was starting to get too hot again. At least, Chris felt quite hot at the moment. Tony 


sighed and picked up his papers and continued down the hall. Chris shook his head and looked around, found the 
studio door, and walked in. 


Jon was there, wringing his hands some more and warming up. Bill was setting up, and Steve was already set, 
sitting on a stool and picking on his guitar. Chris plonked himself down into a chair and began tuning his bass, 
trying to get his mind off of Jon, and trying even harder to not think about his hands on Jon's hips, his neck, 
his lips on Jon's.. 


Shit, Chris thought. It's a good thing | have this bass in front of me. His face burned even more and he wished 
he had brought a drink A nice cold drink. 


As practice started, Chris kept stealing glances at Jon. Jon always looked his best when he was singing, 
whether he was happy or annoyed or otherwise. He often would wave his hands in the air in random 
movements when he was really into a song, something Chris adored about Jon. Sometimes Jon would 
reciprocate his glances, looking back at Chris and flashing him a small smile. Sometimes he would go a step 


further and raise his eyebrows a bit, or lick his lips slightly, ever so slowly. Chris gritted his teeth hard. 


They were running through the chorus of a new song when Jon, his eyes closed, right in the middle of a long 
string of passionate lyrics, began subtly and ever so lightly stroking the microphone stand and not-so-subtly 
moving his hips slowly back and forth. Chris stopped playing. 


Everyone else followed suit. Jon opened his eyes and stopped moving. Steve looked at Chris and said, "What?" 
Tony sighed. Bill simply glared. 


"Cigarette break", Chris managed to get out. "I. need a smoke." 


"In the middle of the song?" Bill said, clearly annoyed. That wasn't anything new. Chris always annoyed Bill 
Currently Chris didn't care a bit. 


his expression say "let's get the hell out of here". 


It succeeded. "Yes.. A break might be nice, Christopher, I'll come with you," Jon said. Chris awkwardly pulled the 
strap of his bass over his head, hearing Bill ask Tony what the hell was wrong with him today, and walked 
hurriedly out of the room before any of the other band members could say anything else. Jon followed close 


behind. 


Chris was almost to the car when Jon caught up to him and tugged on the back of his shirt. "Christopher, we 


aren't really just having a smoke, are we?" 


Chris whirled around. Jon looked almost a little frightened at the intensity of Chris' expression, his earlier 
audaciousness dissolved. Chris was so worked up his vision blurred at his sudden halt. He almost softened at 


Jon's look of concern, but as he opened his mouth to reply, he saw Jon raise his hand up to his neck and 


extend a single finger to rub at a spot underneath the black collar. Chris felt a strong urge to shove Jon up 
against the wall at that very moment, but knew that the studio was not the right place to do so. 


"No, we aren't," he said. "We're going to your place." 


He pushed open the door, holding it for Jon, and walked quickly to the car. Fishing his keys out of the pocket of 
his almost painfully tight pants, he climbed into the car and started it, barely waiting for Jon to get in, and 
hastily turned the volume dial on the radio down so the car was completely silent as he peeled out of the 
parking lot. 


Chris tried to focus on the road and not on the uncomfortable bulge in his pants. Jon was obviously being 
deliberately provocative, and it was working. Damn, was it working. Why did Jon have to do this around the 


other band members? Chris could feel Jon's eyes on him, and knew that he had noticed his excitement. 


"Christopher," Jon said, in an uncharacteristically low voice. Chris kept looking straight ahead, and waited a bit 


before replying. "What?" 
"Do you like it?" 
Chris gripped the steering wheel tight, knuckles white. "Jesus fucking Christ, Jon 


"Are you angry with me?" Jon's voice was petulant, and Chris turned to gauge his facial expression His eyes 


were wide and innocent looking. 


"Band practice, Jon, we were supposed to be working. And you had to wear.. You knew. You know what that 
does." 


Jon was silent, and Chris could see out of the corner of his eye that he was fidgeting even more than he had 
on the ride to the studio. He was leaning forward, his face now obscured from view by the veil of dark, curly 
hair, and scratching at his knuckles. Oh, god, he's upset: 


"No, Jon, please don't do that to your hands. I'm not mad, okay? Why would | be mad? You didn't do... l'm just.. 
fuck. Fuck, I'm turned on." 


Chris let out a breath and looked over at Jon. Was that the right thing to say? He was still leaned over, but 
his hands were on his lap now, unmoving. He looked up at Chris with the same wide eyes, and Chris almost 


missed the turn to Jon's apartment complex. 


He pulled into the lot and turned off the car, shoving the door open and walking over to the passenger side to 
open the door for Jon Jon practically fell into Chris‘ arms, and Chris got even more worried. "You didn't do 
anything wrong," he said again. Had he screwed it up? Had he been too forceful? Then he felt Jon's lips against 


his neck. 


‘Oh, Christopher... I've been so very bad." 


Chris‘ first instinct was to protest, but then the tone of Jon's words caught up to him and he began to grasp 
what Jon was doing. Jon wasn't really apologizing. No, his voice was too strong.. he wanted to be.. oh... punished. 
Chris realized that Jon was beginning to trail a line of kisses down his neck, his face hidden by the curtain of 


hair. Chris knew that Jon was aware of Chris' nervousness about public displays of affection between them. 


Chris pushed Jon away. "Not until we're inside," he said, in a harsh voice. He strode ahead towards the stairs 
and waited at the door for Jon, fumbling with his keys, to unlock it. Chris didn't want to be too rough with Jon, 
but he was making it pretty difficult for Chris to resist, as Jon bit his lip and looked up at him as the lock 


clicked. Chris wrenched the door open. 


The two stumbled into the flat and Chris barely had time to shut the door before Jon had his arms around 
Chris' neck, a bold move for the usually meek singer. Chris reciprocated his eager kisses, trailing his fingers up 


Jon's side and to his neck, where he tugged slightly on the tassels of the collar. 


Jon pushed his hips into Chris earnestly at this motion, and Chris felt familiar pleasure already beginning to 
spread throughout his body. Jesus, we aren't even to the bed yet, he thought. Chris pushed back against Jon, 
pressing him to the wall, one hand on his shoulder and the other migrating down to his hips to tuck a finger 
into the waist of his pants. 


"You wanted this, didn't you?" Chris murmured, sliding the finger slowly across to the very front of Jon's 
trousers. "You wanted to get me all.. worked up, so that | couldn't resist you, hmm?" He unbuttoned the top 
button, and Jon made a whimpering noise. 


Chris slowly removed his hands from Jon's pants to take hold of the tassels and pull him down the hall, 
towards the bedroom. The room was dark but Chris somehow found the light switch and flicked it on. Holding 
onto Jon, he looked with chagrin at the floor. 


"God, what a mess... You seem so, so pure and innocent, how could you be so messy." Chris mumbled, 
somewhat to himself, but smiling as he said it. He flicked the switch back off. The dark could be fun. It was 
still daytime, and a little bit of light shone through the slats of the blinds. 


Chris led Jon the short distance across the room to the bed, which was surprisingly neatly made, in contrast 
to the rest of the room. Chris guessed that Jon had done that on purpose. He only tripped once before both 
of them were sprawled out on the bed, kissing fervently. 


Chris resumed his unbuttoning of Jon's trousers, and soon they had been kicked to the floor, along with Chris’ 
He felt a bit silly in just his shirt and pants, and decided the shirt had to be the first to go. He broke away 
from Jon's passionate embrace for a second to quickly pull the garment over his head. Jon fell back onto the 
sheets with a thump and began to make short, soft moaning sounds, twisting slightly from side to side as he 
did, echoing the movements that made Chris hastily declare his immediate need for a “cigarette break" at 
practice. Chris noticed the slight outline of Jon's arousal beneath the delicate silk of his underwear, and let out 


a breath. 


"Jon, you already know | want you," he said, lifting one leg over Jon to straddle him. Pushing Jon's arms above 
his head, Chris tugged the cream colored shirt off and tossed it away. All that was left was the collar. "So 
why.." Chris moved his hands up Jon's body to touch it. 


"Because, Christopher.. | am yours, and | wanted to show it." 


Chris shivered at these words, although he wasn't entirely sure why at first. He guessed that it was the idea 
that Jon was his, his alone, and that Jon wanted that. Chris knew that he wanted it. 


He began to trace Jon's jawline slowly, letting his eyes roam over Jon's face, his hair, looking closer at the 
small details of his body. Jon was such a small person, and for all his demands and commands when the band 
was together, he seemed so readily submissive around Chris. Chris felt warm all over, comfortable in his 
position but not yet satisfied. He brought Jon's mouth to his again, reveling in the wet warmth of Jon's tongue 
and the comfortable heaviness as he wriggled on top of Chris. 


Then Chris felt Jon move away slightly and further down, spreading light kisses along his collarbone and then 


down his chest. Jon's hands moved down ahead, sliding across his hips and worming into his underwear. 

"Jon" 

" Yes? Christopher?" 

"| didn't say you could do that.” 

Jon pulled back his hands and looked up at him with wide eyes at first, and then seemed to understand and 
cast them back downward. "Oh, l'm.. I'm terribly sorry, Chr- ah, um, Christopher," he demurred, looking to the 
right, then back up to Chris, with eyelashes fluttering. "Master." 

Chris could barely suppress a moan, He grabbed Jon by the collar and pulled him close, his lips barely inches 
from Jon's. His mind told him to kiss Jon violently, but he held back. He was in control here, right? Yeah, he 
was in control. 

He looked at Jon's eyes, again noticing his dilated pupils. It was hard to gauge his exact expression by the dim 
light, but as long as Jon was still lying on top of him with his hands pressed to Chris’ skin, Chris figured it 


didn't matter. 


"Do it," Chris said softly, but with a hint of force in his voice. "Touch me." He let himself fall back onto the bed 
with a thump, looking up at the ceiling. Jon's hands slid back down to the edge of Chris‘ pants and began to pull 
them off. He allowed himself a quiet moan, and felt Jon's soft hands wrap around his cock 


However, after only a few agonizingly long strokes, Chris’ vision blurred as he felt hot breath between his legs, 


and Jon's tongue on the tip of his dick. He took a short breath in as Jon swirled his tongue around the shaft, 
then suddenly took him deep, the warmth making Chris shudder and his fingers curl into fists. Jon was already 
skilled at this kind of thing, but he seemed to be in a hurry. Chris forced his fists to uncurl and redirected 
them to Jon's hair, which was just as soft as his fingers, and pulled slightly. Jon moaned loudly, his mouth still 
around Chris, and Chris blinked heavily at the wave of pleasure that rushed through him. He sat up. 


"Jon" 
Jon slid his tongue slowly up Chris's length, and looked up with eyes less innocent looking than before. 
"Christopher?" 


"You're going to have to.. l'm not going to last very long if you keep going like that," Chris said, breathing 
heavily, and drinking in the pure want in Jon's eyes. He motioned for Jon to sit up a little, and he did somewhat 
reluctantly, his hands straying to Chris's cock again as he moved. 


"Jon..." 


"If you're so close, dear Christopher, then why don't you just ravish me now" breathed Jon, as he trailed his 
fingertips up Chris's thighs. But Chris could hear the restlessness in his voice, and he knew that as long as he 


could manage to deny Jon, he would have the upper hand. 


"Impatient, are we?" he said, letting go of Jon's hand to trace his jawline, something he always enjoyed because 
he loved touching Jon in any way, and it always seemed to disarm Jon a little bit, but it didn't seem to be 
working this time. Jon pushed Chris's other hand away and pressed his palms flat against Chris’ chest. 


"Please, Christopher." Jon paused to look Chris straight in the eyes. His lips were red and the slightest bit 
swollen, and even in the dim glow Chris could see that his face was flushed. Chris was finding it hard to resist 
Jon's persistence, and the throbbing between his legs found it even harder, but he did so enjoy teasing him.. 


As Chris was temporarily distracted by Jon's dark eyes, Jon took the opportunity to lunge forward and kiss 
him passionately, his movements increasingly more urgent as he tangled his fingers in Chris‘ hair. Chris leaned 
backwards, catching Jon in his arms as their bodies aligned and the heat between them multiplied. 


‘Mmmmh.." Jon moaned into Chris, grinding his hips against him, but Chris lifted Jon away from him, eliciting a 


frustrated sound from the singer. 


Chris broke away from the kiss to push back Jon's hair, and gently nipped at his ear, whispering, "Jon, you 


know | love you". He knew what Jon's response would be. 


"Oh, Christopher, if you really did love me, you would-!" Jon trailed off in surprise, as one of Chris's hands had 
begun moving rather quickly down Jon's back to the edge of his pants, which still remained despite Chris's own 
nakedness. Chris kept his lips close to Jon's ear and whispered again, but this time with a much different tone. 


"l'm going down the hall to get the.. the stuff. When | come back, these-" and he snapped the waistband of 


Jon's silky underwear- "better be gone. Lie down, and wait for me. Got it?" 


Jon nodded eagerly, biting his lip, and Chris rolled off the bed and padded down the hall to the washroom. He 
knew the exact drawer the bottle of lube was in, but he toyed with himself, and- he thought of his lover's 

impatience- with Jon in taking his time in imagining that he might have the wrong drawer. Yes, yes, | think it 
might be this one, he thought, dragging his hands down the row of drawers, or maybe this one. 


Jon's petulant calls of "Christopher" hastened him to open the correct drawer and grab the bottle, switching 
the light off as he walked down the hall. 


When he stepped back into the room, he was met with the barely visible sight of Jon, naked, his arms and legs 
spread wide across the bedcovers. Chris almost chuckled at the sight, but arousal won over and he found his 


way through the clothes covered floor to the bed. 

‘lm ready, Christopher", Jon murmured, bending one arm to brush back a few hairs from his face. Chris 
opened the bottle and haphazardly spread the disarmingly cold gel onto his cock, wincing slightly at the 
coolness. Jon had already lifted his legs slightly, but Chris eased them down as he tossed the bottle off the 
bed, his fingers coated in the liquid. 


Chris could feel Jon tense ever so slightly as he pushed two fingers inside of him, and heard him let out a 


breath slowly. 

"Are you alright?" he asked, though he knew what Jon would say. 

"Of course | am, Christopher dear, of course l.. oh.. am," he gasped slightly, as Chris inserted another finger. 
Chris leaned down to kiss Jon's lower lip, sucking on it for a brief moment. Jon was obviously ready to go, and 


he was practically squirming, but he was too wound up. Chris decided to try to do something about that. 


He slowly removed his fingers one at a time, as if he was pulling the breaths from Jon's lips that occurred as 


he did. 
"Are you sure you're alright, Jon," Chris said, feigning a tone of worry. 


Jon smiled. "Oh, my dear Fish, of course | am, I'm more than alright, l'm just so, so incredibly overjoyed that 


you're here, and that we're about to come together in this glorious union that we-" 
"Hmm... | don't know." said Chris. Jon's smile began to slip from his face. "But Christopher-!" 


Chris made a motion to move off of Jon but Jon grabbed his arm, his grip surprisingly strong. "Darling- my 
sweet, sweet Fish- Chris-" 


Chris moved suddenly back to his previous position, unbalancing Jon so that he would have fallen back, if it 
weren't for Chris's strong hands on his back. Chris leaned close, his voice husky. 


"You're going to have to beg." 


Jon understood right away, his expression changing immediately, and he laced his fingers through Chris's hair, 


lowering his voice to a soft purr. 


"Oh, Christopher, please, please do put it in now, I've been terribly.” Jon trailed off, his fingers trailing across 
Chris's chest. "Please, | want you ever so badly, my Fish, my lovely, darling Fish, | need you, | do." 


Chris lightly pressed the tip of his dick against Jon's inner thigh, and he gasped, his pleas becoming more 
insistent. He leaned his head back, baring his neck and the nearly-forgotten collar. 


‘Oh, please, Christopher, please please please, | need you, my dearest Fish, | need-" 


Chris couldn't hold back any longer. Jon's lustful tone combined with his words and the sight of the black collar 
were almost enough to make him come on the spot, and he didn't want to make Jon- or himself- wait any 


more. 


Chris pushed inside Jon, squeezing his eyes shut at the burst of pleasure. He could hear Jon gasp, and he 


vaguely remembered that he should stroke him as well, but his hands were busy pinning Jon's forearms to 


the bed. 


He pulled almost all the way out and thrust in again, letting out a low moan of "Jon." He heard Jon reply with 
his name whispered huskily, and he finally removed one hand from Jon's arm to move it between Jon's legs, 
eliciting a series of whimpers from his lover. Jon's skin was like rose petals, everywhere, and even in the 


depths of pleasure Chris marveled at how lovely his Jon was, and how lucky he was to have him. 


As usual, Jon had little patience for Chris's reveries and slow, gentle motion and as Chris settled into a rocking 


rhythm, biting his lip, Jon began another string of pleas, each of them a different variation of "Faster." 


Chris leaned over and kissed Jon hard, silencing him for a short moment as he rocked forward. "I love you," he 


whispered, and then said it again, louder. "Jon Roy Anderson, | love you." 

Jon, though his eyes were closed and his eyebrows knit, smiled. "Oh, Christopher.. Please.. More.” 

Chris didn't pay attention to the fact that Jon didn't reply in kind, because he knew he was getting close to 
coming. He could feel Jon's previous tenseness returning, and knew that he was, too. He stopped touching Jon 
for a moment to hook his fingers through Jon's collar and tugged slightly, enough for Jon to make a few 


sounds of protest, causing Chris to shiver with desire. 


"Fuck." he half whispered, half moaned, wishing he could say something a bit more eloquent but realizing he 


could only repeat the word. Jon was getting so tight, and Chris didn't think he could hold on very much longer. 
Jon's high moans filled his ears, and he felt Jon arch forward and come hard, only seconds before he felt 


himself let go and spiral into a powerful orgasm, still inside Jon, repeating Jon's name. 

A few minutes later, Chris opened his eyes. He was lying on his back, on the right side of the bed, still panting 
slightly, with Jon next to him. Jon's fingers were touching Chris's thigh. Chris turned his head to look at Jon, 
who still had his eyes closed, and was breathing peacefully. He turned his body towards Jon, and laid a hand on 
Jon's hip, snuggling up to his back. Jon spoke, his voice sounding sleepy. 

"Christopher dear?" 

"Mm... Yeah?" 

"I know it's a bit late to say so, but.. | love you too." 

Chris smiled at the remark, and moved to kiss Jon's neck. 


"Itll never be too late for me to hear you say that." 


eR 


Tony sighed, and Steve finally set down his guitar, looking only slightly miffed, despite the fact that they had all 
been sitting there somewhat uncomfortably for over twenty minutes. Bill stood up and sauntered down the 


hall, and returned with the announcement that Chris car was gone. 


"That ruddy Fish.. He interrupted practice so he could have some bloody rendezvous with the singer, and 
couldn't even tell us," Bill spat. Steve started packing away his equipment, but looked up at Bill to speak. "We 


have another practice tomorrow. We can just pick up from there. We hadn't gotten much done, anyway." 
Bill whirled to face Steve. "Doesn't it bother you at all? We wasted twenty minutes just sitting here..!" 


Steve continued to pack his things away, and Tony followed. "Yes, a little, but | don't see that there's any use in 


being angry now when they aren't even here." 


Now it was Bills turn to sigh. Steve didn't seem to understand anything about how he felt. He was always so 


laid back and methodical about things. Always calmly sitting there, practicing. Why couldn't he just- 


"Hey. Bill,” Steve said, standing. "You want to come back to my place? Maybe we could continue working on some 


things. If you wanted." 


Bill looked up at Steve, somewhat surprised at the offer. Steve was staring straight at him with an unreadable 
expression, guitar case in hand. Bill felt something that might have been close to embarrassment, though he 


had no idea why. He noticed that a strand of Steve's hair was out of place, and sticking up on the right side of 


his head. Normally that kind of thing would have bothered him, but peculiarly, this time, it didn't. "Yeah... Yeah, 


sure. That sounds, erm, good," Bill replied. 


He began to pack up his own equipment, Jon and Chris forgotten 


